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       THEV LEFT  NOOPPR/NTSf  ) I-1 KNOW WHAT I THEY WERE RUSTLERS—   / SAW, BOSS]   THEY

       mre^osrs/       y\   wepe ghosts;
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       WHEN THE SHERIFF AW HIS DEPUTIES 1 RIDE OVER TO HIGH RIDGE, WE'LL PASS  BELOW  IN THE VALLEY WHERE   , WE CAN BE  S££ff,  BUT JUST OUT OF GUN RANGE!   TftAT  SHOULD CONVINCE; THEM MORE 1  THAN JUST HEARING ABOUT US! ONCE THE LAWMEN ARE SCARED, WE'LL HAVE A F8EE f*AM&  IN THIS ,   TERRITORY!

       . 4i   ■*.   est

       LISTEN!--!  HEAR&&41. HOOFBEATS! ~* THEY'RE CUT OP RANGE, BUT WE'LL GET DOWN  ThECE  PRONTO.'  &/&£*
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       THE WALLS ASE E»M?TDPfTO/  U?OK, THE .v'.OiSTuRt

       I ON MY riAND FROM THE WALL MAKES FT  Gi.Ot¥/  THE t MOISTURE ISA LUMINOUS  SUBSTANCE, APPARENTLY CAUSED 3* A CHEMICAL REACTION Or THE MOISTuRe SEEPING DOWN THE WAU-S'   CERTAIN  PHQSrxOfttig \-lfft£ SA17S  IN  THE RCCK¥ WALL  COiiLP  CfiSJS      "
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       JOOV- - - $ HE'S THEIR LEADER,  \yoUR  PLAH WORKED ■>SHERIFF!   HE'S SUCK | FINE •  WE SOT'EM WHEELER, WANTED FOR     ALL!   THEY MURDER IN TEXAS!   HE      /COULDN'T  SEE USED TO LEAD A SANG   / US, 5UT WE DOWN THAT WAY.'      y   COULD  SE&
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       RECKON THESE OUTLAWS SHOULD HAVE REALIZED EVEN * IN THEIR GLOWING OUTFITS, THEY DIDN'T HAVE A  GjfOSV OF A CHANCE OF SCARING OFF  7HEieN£RAfiSG£G.I
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       BEN, WE'VE BEEN LOOKING FOR A MURDERER NAMED JAMES  MC  KAY, AUAS MAC JAMES SOMETIMES KNOWN AS "MACK".' 1VE ALSO HEARD RUMORS THAT JOE SANTO RUNS A HIDE-OUT FOR CROOKS IN TRAIL CI TV/— TONTO, I'LL STAY HERE WITH SEN.' RIDE TO TOWN AND SEE WHAT MXI
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       iATERJ^J»Aluyr^--\  I WARNED VDU TO Kl

       "sTkwff^andTlostT  ° UT ° F   his   gam ing

       '  ' ROOM!  BUT EXCUSE ME

       --■I SEE A NEWCOMER

       AND I LIKE TO KNOW

       ABOUT STRANGERS!
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       r ■* BREAKING  IN HERE AND

       , WAVING  A  GUN ?   WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE?
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       : C«J>V  OOC\   My STORy'LL 5E THATaiW  THORPE DID THE SHOOTING.'  X WAS PAS5SWG AND HEARD  r THREE SHOTS!   I RACED IN AND SAW HE DROPPED VOL), THE INDIAN AND THE   . SHERIFF!    ! STRUGGLED WITH HIM, TOOK HIS SUN AND CLOUTED HIM

       -   FEW TIMES ON THE HEAD---/3?73££V/

       MV STORY'LL SE BELIEVED BECAUSE THORPE'S ALREADY BEING HUNTED FOR SHOOTING THE SHERIFF.'   I DON'T HAVE TIME TO FIND OUT HOW HE ESCAPED FROM THE TRACKS. I'VE GOT SOME  FAST SHOOTING TO DO.'  YOU FIRST, SHERIFF'
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       As old Tuck Strong and his son. Burl, lefi the ranch yard of the Lazy S and headed toward the hills,their faces were grim with purpose.

       "If we run into Slash Doran, it'll be at that box canyon I was telling you about," said Burt. "He's got two hundred of our best steers hidden there waiting for a chance to sneak them across the border on the next dark night."

       "Yau sure it's Slash now?" queried the old man.

       "Certain," grunted Burt. "These hoofprinfs of his splay-footed mare were all over that canyon floor when I checked."

       "Sure hope you're right, son," sard Tuck.

       "Even if we don't run into Slash today we might get a crack at that big maverick bull I've been after for the past three years. He's with that herd Slash boxed up in the canyon."

       "Still letting that old mosshorn get your goat, Burt?" The old man grinned.

       "Get my goat!" exploded the younger man. "Why that crazy critter's been raising coin on our range since I was a kid. Pa, sometimes you talk as if that old mosshorn was a personal friend of yours."

       "In a way he is, Burt. That maverick was on

       this land when I was fighting the Comanches for this spread fifteen years ago. There wasn't a rider in the country who could put a rope on him. Why that crazy critter sired the first calves that I sold off this spread. Be a sport, Burt, and leave him alone."

       But Burfs mind was made up.

       Out in the box canyon, Cimarron, the huge brindle bull, flicked the flies off his back and looked possessively at the herd of white faces over which he ruled. It was three weeks since Cimarron hod stalked out of the cedar brakes to drive off the short horn bull that had ruled the two hundred cows which watered here.

       But it was another enemy that the old mosshorn wos thinking of now. It was days since Cimarron had caught the man-scent drifting down from the ridges. Since then his sixth sense warned him that the two-legged creatures were somewhere close by.

       At noon, Cimarron spotted the riders angling down from the ridge. The huge bull bellowed a warning and the herd looked up from their drinking. But the riders were already among the cattle, circling behind the herd, driving them away from the acres of water that lay pooled at the bottom of the canyon.

       There were two men, one short and swarthy, the other long and lean with a scarred face. Both wore guns and as they worked the herd they kept looking up at the rimrock as if they Were afraid of being seen.

       "Get this bunch moving," said the lean rider. "I'll pick up the ones on the other side of the canyon. And move fast, Soapy. We want to be on the trail by nightfall."

       Soapy grinned. "Okay, Slash. We'll be over the border before the Strongs know what happened. It'll be even easier than last time."

       Soapy was still grinning as he yanked his horse around. It was only then that he noticed the huge brindle bull pawing the earth and about to charge.

       In the saddle, Soapy went white with terror. "Slosh," he screamed, "Slash do something!"

       For a moment. Slosh stared at the charging bull and then his six-gun was out, roaring. Four of the bullets missed. The two that struck glanced off harmlessly from the bony ridge at the top of the maverick's skull. And Cimarron, with a grim singleness of purpose, come in low. Soapy was sent rolling from the laddie. Dodging the sweep of those slashing
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       horns, he plunged headlong into the pond.

       Then Cimarron turned on Slash Ooran. It was all Slash could do to get his horse aside in time. But Cimarron's horns caught in the saddle girth and it parted as if made of paper. As Slash rolled to the ground, the huge bull pounced upon him like q cat. Howling with feor, the rustler raced for the safety of the water and leaped in. From the edge of the water the brindle maverick poced the shore and bellowed his triumph, daring the two men to come outl

       From the ridge above, two men looked down on the scene in the canyon. The younger man shook his head in puzzled disbelief. The wise old eyes of the older one twinkled as he watched.

       "Never sow the like in all my born days," said Burt Strong. "Why Cimarron handled those rustlers as if they were a couple of coyotes, And caught them with the goods and saved us the trouble of rounding 'em up."

       As they spurred their horses toward the canyon floor, Tuck Strong looked at his son. "Still feel like finishing off that old maverick, boy?" he asked slyly.

       "No, Pa," Burt smiled. "Reckon that moss-horn has earned his keep!"
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       s.«JD THE CHIPPEWAS SAVE YOU A BELT (     OF PRECIOUS WAMPUM,WH1CH WILL PASS US ALL

       ■'HROUSH THEIR LAUD? LAST MIGHT,YOU SLEW \   THE WOLF AND--- A BUCK DIED TO GIVE \^. ,^PUS MEAT?  #A8HH?
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       UKEA  SPOILED CHILD,TUMBLtWEEO TRIES  TO  HAKE  HIS FRIENDS CHANGE THEIR MIND  AND COME BACK...
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       of the

       Rappahannock

       Indians

       The Rappahannock Indians of Vir-use a very interesting type of lamp which is called a gourd lamp. A large gourd is selected and the neck is cut off. The inside of the gourd is then lined with clay and pieces of fat wood, also known as pine lighters, are placed  in the hollow of the gourd and lit. The gourd lamp throws a tremendous amount of light and men of the tribe use it while camping out and also while night fishing. By Chief Hod Thunder Cloud of the Catawba Notice
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       LONE RANGER FANS!

       Don't miss the latest thrilling issue of

       HIYO   !   I Comics

       You'll   read   about  the   Lone   Ranger's great   horse   Silver   in   another exciting   adventure.

       Buy  a copy today  from you.- favorite  Dell  Comics dealer.    fHllf lU(

       DELL   COMICS   ARE   GOOD   COMICS
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       3-SPEED   MIDDLEWEIGHT   BIKE

       Just take a ride on this exerting new bike and you'll see why the Corvette gives  you more fun... more zip... more thrills I

       mew  se^

       Hew "Super-Speed" Design—3  speed gears and Schwann's new raster rolling US Tornado tire make the Corvette the speediest, most up-to-date Balloon-Tired Bike en the road. Ride It today)

       Beautiful New Styling —No other bike matches the beauty  of the  new Schwinn CORVETTE, with its sleek lines, eiciting opalescent colors and sparkling chrome trim. See it today!      _______—

       3-Speed Gears I
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       See your Schwinn Dealer pronto! Ask him to show you the Corvette and the many other wonderful new bikes in the BIG SCHWINN LINE —every one made in America so you know it's the best. Take Dad along, too. You'll both be surprised to learn that Genuine Schwinn Bikes are priced as low as $39.95.

       TAfl,

       0  m

       Arnold, Schwinn & Company

       1701 North Kilt-are Avenue

       Chicago 39, Illinois

       Please tend me at once:

       D   FREE!  The  Full  Color Schwinn Bflce Folder

       Address.    ■   __

       K*

       FREE

       WOW! WHAT A GIFT!

       See famous movie and television ■     stars on your favorite Schwinn iwn   in   this   beautifully   illustrated n exciting full color art. Make free copy, by sending in this coupon

       !.     bicycles, ^    folder—all "U    Vou get yoi

       I'ARMOLD, SCHWINN &

       'Orilago  39, lllinoi>
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